her finery.    Instantly the focussed pairs of eyes grew
colder.
"You can't be that child's parent."
"Course not, but Fm lookin' arter *er."
The remote heads bent together.    There were a
few whispered words.    Looking round I saw the veno-
mous manageress of the store,   the   ginger-moustached
detective.    The bad dream had reintegrated itself, but
it must be on the point of ending.    Then an impersonal
accent spoke briefly:
"Remanded in custody for a week for the parent
to appear."
I seemed to hear the sentence not with my ears
but with the pit of my stomach. Even so I could not
grasp it at first. Very slowly its meaning diffused it-
self through my body, to chilly arms and legs that had
su4detily ceased to belong to me. It was too bad to be
true. Never could I have believed that they would
send me away. I forgot sharne: the world was drowned
in a passion of weeping. Somebody took me by the
arm.
The Vauxhall Bridge Remand Home was the name
of the place they sent me to. I cannot imagine a place
which any child approaching normality would find
nearer to hell. They began on your arrival by taking
away your clothes and doling you out calico knickers
large with the name of the institution, a calico petti-
coat, a striped cotton dress and cracking black shoes.
You slept in a long dormitory divided into cells by
wire-netting between the beds and above your head*
When you went to bed you placed your day clothes in
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